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Seven Minutes 


Author's Notes: 
A cute euroheim fic for the soul.. | love this pairing so much and it's all because of burzumweed & leave a 


review and enjoy! 


It wasn't very often Mayhem had some time to themselves. Euronymous made sure everyone practiced at 
every moment they got, as it would perfect their sound and how they play live. 

But for today Maniac had another idea in mind and invited everyone to a nearby run-down school. It hadn't 
been in use for years now and Maniac said he always came by when he would have some time to himself. 
Necrobutcher, Euronymous and Manheim reluctantly followed him and knew deep inside that this would end up 
shitty one way or another, Maniac wasn't the best when it came to the safety and well being of others. 


"Fuckin hell, Sven! This place looks like it's been ambushed!" Necrobutcher exclaimed, pushing some old desks 


out of his way. "Not to mention it smells terrible.” 


Necrobutcher was right. The building smelled musky and old, like cologne that's way too strong. Desks and 


tables were knocked over and the walls were scribbled with graffiti from past visitors. Seemed like local law 


enforcement didn't care for tresspassing much. 


"Come on, quit crying, we're almost there." Maniac replied, taking a swig from the beer in his hand. "My 


favorite room is coming right up." 

The foursome travelled down the hallway until Maniac stopped and sat right on the floor in front of what 
looked to be a janitor's closet. He took a long gulp of the remaining alcohol and set the bottle on the ground, 
looking up at the others. 

"Well? What're you waiting for? Sit downl" He had a devious grin on his face. 


When they were all seated, Maniac sat his head in his hands, still smiling. 


"You sure we should be right out in the open? Last thing | want is to run from cops." Manheim said, adjusting 


the sweater he was wearing. "Fuck, it's cold" 


"You want a cigarette? It'd warm you up quick," Necrobutcher handed the drummer one from his pack but 


was politely turned down. 
"You won't need it! Things will warm up right away with the game we'll play." 


Everyone looked towards Maniac, confused. Euronymous looked at the bottle, to the vocalists face, then to the 
bottle again. Suddenly it clicked. 


"Oh my fucking God, you cannot be serious." 
"As serious as a heart attack" 
"What, what is it?" Manheim asked, looking at the small guitarist. 


"He wants to play spin the bottle." Øystein furrowed his brows, annoyed. "You didn't even bother to bring any 


girls around, either!" 
"Someone's scared of a little brotherly bonding," Maniac teased, flashing a grin. 
"| spend all day with you assholes! | think | know enough, | don't need to see your dicks or anything!" 


"Nobody said you had to see them, Aarseth" Maniac could tell he was striking a nerve and Euronymous was 


such an easy fuse to ignite. A red tinge showed up on the guitarists cheeks and he stood up. 
"Fuck you, l'm going home. You guys can play your dumb little game and tell me later." 


As Euronymous turned he felt a tug on his pant leg. He saw Manheim looking up at him. 


"Come on, Øystein, it's just a game. Not like itd hurt" 

The look in the drummer's eyes was sincere and struck a different feeling somewhere in Euronymous. Oh, yeah 
that's right, Øystein had himself a little crush on Kjetil. He was probably the most sane in the band, which was 
endearing in Euro's eyes, and was also part of a side project they had together. Those moments, just the two 
alone, were meaningful to him in ways he couldn't put into words. 


So, with a sigh, he reluctantly agreed to join them once more. 


"Good!" Maniac cheered. "Now that the dramatic episode is over, let's discuss the rules: someone spins the 
bottle. Whoever drinking end points to is who the spinner goes into the janitor's closet with-" 


"Yeah, yeah, we know that part already," Jørn interrupted. "There's gotta be a catch though, right." 
lm getting to that! So you and your partner go into the closet for seven minutes, and-" 
"Why seven minutes? That's a weird number." Euro snorted. 


"Fucking hell let me finish! Okay, so while you and whoever are inside, the remaining two leave until the seven 


minutes is up. We good?" 

The other three nodded. 

"Alright. Who wants to go first?" 
"Euronymous does," Necrobutcher teased. 
"Fuck you." 


Maniac handed the bottle to the guitarist and, with his normal sigh, set it on its side and spun it. It slowed 
down and pointed at Necrobutcher to the left of him. 


"Get in the closet you two! And remember, what happens in there stays in there." Maniac opened the door and 
pushed the two inside, then locking it behind them. "I'm starting the timer now!" 


Inside the closet, Necrobutcher and Euronymous sat on the floor in silence. They weren't sure what to do 


exactly. 


"Why'd Sven Erik want us to play this stupid game anyways? Theres so many other things we could be doing,’ 


Euronymous grumbled, 


"You're always so pissed all the time, dude. Just relax we only have like.. what, six minutes left?" 


"Yeah you're right. How'd he find this place?" 
"Beats me." 


For the remainder of the time, the two sat in silence. When the seven minutes was up, Maniac opened the door 


and pouted. 


"What, you just sat there? You guys are no fun" He moved to let them out of the closet and shut the door 
again, sitting on the floor. 


Necrobutcher grabbed the bottle and spun it. It ended its revolutions on Maniac, who shot him a sly grin. They 


went into the closet and Maniac handed Manheim the stopwatch. "Let us know when the seven minutes is up." 


The door closed and the remaining two just looked at each other. Manheim smiled and Euronymous 


reciprocated, albeit sheepishly. His heart made little fast beats every so often when he was with the drummer. 
"So, what do we do now?" 

"Just wait here | guess." Manheim stood next to the door, putting the stopwatch in his pocket. "You alright?" 
"Huh? Oh, yeah. Everything's cool." Øystein looked to the ground and kicked the dirty floor. He didn't know how 
to make any sort of conversation right now. Occasionally he'd look up at Manheim and stare at how calm and 
cute he was. It gave Euronymous a strange sensation in his chest to be feeling this way. 

‘Its a weird game he has us playing, huh?" Manheim said, causing Euronymous to joly and look in his direction 
"Yeah," the guitarist chuckled. "I never really got any enjoyment from stuff like this anyways." 


"| feel you." 


After the seven minutes ended the four boys joined in a circle again As Maniac reached for the botte, 
Manheim stopped him. 


"What? You want a turn?" 

"Of course. You never said we could go out of order." 

Maniac rose an eyebrow and then smiled. He knew Kjetil's intentions clearly. "Alright, go for it!" 
The drummer spun the glass bottle and watched it turn, then slow down, then finally stop.. 


on Dystei n. 


Manheim stood up and grabbed Euronymous' wrist, pulling him into the closet. Maniac closed the door behind 


them. 

"Timer's starting!" 

The two musicians stood in the closet, a little nervous. Euronymous especially. Now he had the perfect chance 
to let his feelings for Kjetil out, but he was scared of the outcome. What if he didn't feel the same? Well, he 
probably didn't feel the same, but itd still make Øystein feel bad for leaving himself so exposed. 

"Øystein?" The guitarist jumped a little. He looked up at Kjetil, who had a nervous grin on his face. 

"Y-yeah?" 

"Why do you always act so weird around me?" 

Euronymous gulped and sighed. He knew this question would have come sooner or later. 

"|... | don't" 


"Is it because you like me? More than a friend?" 


Euronymous stayed silent while Manheim looked at him, almost anxious for his reply. Luckily the guitarist was 
so easy to read that the drummer didn't need him to say anything else. 


"Yes." 

Øystein braced himself for any harsh treatment, but instead was met with Manheim's arms wrapping around 
his small frame, pulling him close into a hug. There were times when Manheim would wrap his arm around 
Euro's shoulders playfully but this felt much more sincere and warm. He relaxed his body and felt his head 
rest against Manheim's chest, closing his eyes. 


"Why didn't you tell me sooner?" 


"Because | didn't know how'd you react!" Euronymous looked up at the drummer. "You could have teased me or 


anything, and you know | can't stand being embarrassed." 


"Right, you have too much pride," Manheim laughed. "It wasn't that hard to figure out though. You plan so 
many LEGO meetings. Be careful, you may be hurting Jørn and Sven-Erik's feelings.’ 


"They wouldn't care if | dropped dead, Kjetil. 'm sure they're glad to have breaks from Mayhem." 


The two released the embrace, but then Kjetil held Euronymous' hand in his. The guitarist felt his heart skip a 


beat and his cheeks turned red. 
"We don't have to tell anyone. It can just be our thing." 


"| like the sound of that." 


Soon the day grew late and the four boys returned to Mayhem's rehersal home. Manheim and Euronymous 
were in the living room going over some notes for their project together while Necrobutcher was tending to 


his weapons and Maniac was off doing God knows what. 


"I think that's enough for today," Euronymous said, taking a swig from his beer. "We can go over the stuff 
again in a few days if you'd like." 


"Sounds good!" Manheim set his guitar to the side and scooted closer to Euronymous. The smaller man tensed 
up again, almost instantly blushing. Manheim chuckled, parting the guitarist's long black hair and kissing his 
forehead. "| meant to do that in the closet but we didn't have time." 


Øystein nodded, his heart beating rapidly. Manheim was just way too cute for him to handle! 


"W-Well, it feels much better doing it in the comfort of the band house,” he said, chuckling. "But | think | have 
a better idea" 


"Oh?" 


Euronymous sat himself in front of Manheim, whispering, "Let's go on a date tomorrow! Whatever you want to 


do, l'm cool with it." 


Manheim pulled the guitarist close to him. "Sounds like a plan" He put another kiss on Euro's forehead and they 
turned on the TV, watching whatever looked good. 


Looks like that stupid game wasn't so bad after all, Euronymous thought, smiling. 


